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Some excellent voices suggest silver. They do very well
for the mind or movements of the heart, the palely re-
flected moonlight of the spirit. Mansfield's voice is pure
gold. Even in its most delicate and colloquial shadings
it has the fresh colour, the unmistakable authenticity of
sunlight. Its anger is torrid, its rage scarlet; and when
the shadow of defeat, despair, and even death, passes over
and into it, it glows with the crimson and the purple of
the sunset."

This is curiously interesting as well as expressive, for
Mansfield himself, addressing the graduates of the Amer-
ican Academy of Dramatic Arts, March 28, 1901, had
employed a similar figure:

"When you are enacting a part, think of your voice as
a colour, and, as you paint your picture (the character
you are painting, the scene you are portraying), mix your
colours. You have on your palate (pallet) a white voice,
la voix blanche; a heavenly, ethereal or blue voice, the
voice of prayer; a disagreeable, jealous, or yellow voice;
a steel-gray voice for quiet sarcasm; a brown voice of
hopelessness; a lurid voice of hot rage; a deep, thunder-
ous voice of black; a cheery voice, the colour of the green
sea that a brisk breeze is crisping, and then there is a
pretty little pink voice, and shades of violet . . . but
the subject is endless."

His voice grew in strength, depth, flexibility, and en-
durance the longer he lived. He had such control over
it that he was able to finish an evening of Cyrano, Richard,
Peer Gynt, or any lengthy role stronger vocally than when
he began, though he was all but prostrated physically. He
said that he owed this control to his mother's method.
He sang with equal facility and enjoyed introducing a
snatch of song into a part.ower of giving vibrant force and
